8                                    GIORDANO  BRUNO.
was worn with his lorg solitude, and eager for life^ among men j  no thought of  a  crown  eternal  aided his   constancy 3  no hope  of life  beyond the grave buoyed him up ; yet he could not retract, for " he could only do so by being false to his convictions."   At last the struggle drew to its end, and on February 9, 1600, he was led to the palace of San Severina, and forced on to his knees to hear his sentence read.    He was solemnly excommunicated as Atheist, and degraded; then came the long recital of his life's story, the analysis ol his works, the record of the failure of all attempts to convert him to Christianity.    Compelled to kneel, he listened to it all; and then the civil officers were bidden take him, to be punished "without shedding of blood."  No craven was Bruno then asherosetohis feet: "I think," he said, as he proudly raised his head ; " I think that you pronounce that sentence with more fear than I feel in hearing it." Eight days' grace was >et given him, in which to recant and deny the truth he believed; but Bruno had not taught all through Europe, and borne eight long years of dungeon pain, to turn recreant now to his mistress Truth.     The iyth of February dawns, and the day of his death is here.    To the Champ de Fiore they take him, through a howling, fanatic, crowd, composed, in great part, of pilgrims j they have clad him in the sulphur-coloured garb of heresy, hideous with pictured devils and flames and crosses, but the dress cannot mar his grandeur of dignity, as he walks calmly on, his eyes bright, his forehead serene, his step firm and steady; a priesi pushes forward and presses on him a crucifix, but Bruno turns away his head, and will not touch it; they bind Mm to the stake, and no word opens his lips ; the flames rise around him, but no cry escapes him; to the end he is as serene as though he felt no agony, and the last glimpse the crowd catches of his face, ere the flame sears it, shows it calmly proud as ever; and now the smoke and the fire surround him, and Giordano Bruno is gone for evermore. They scatter his ashes to the wind, and boast that nought is left of Bruno save the remembrance of his execution, and they forbid any to read Ms books, and londly dream that they have slain his memory >. but now, in Rome, Bruno's memory lives, while thaf^'-Ms murderers only remains because their names arjfpked with his immortality, and on the base of the statue jpare raising fp him might fitly be engraven Ms own subfnfp words: "fTo know how to die in ope century is to livftOT all centuries; to come."